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peferu'd much leffc aduancemenc 
lear. You? Did you? 

Reg* * pray you Father being wcakc,fccme foi 
jftili the expiration ofyour Moncth 
You will returneand foiourne with my Sifter, 
pifmiffing halfeyour trains, come then to me, 
1 am now from home,and out of that prouifion 
\Vbich fhall be necdfull for your cntertainement. 

Lear* Rccurnc to her? and fifty men difmiU'd ? 
pjo, rather labiure aJl roofes 5 and chufe 
To wag* ag a,n ^ she enmity oth'ayre, 
To be ^Comrade with the Wclfe,and Owle, 
Meccflicics fiiarpe pinch. Rccurne with her ? 
yyhy the hot-bloodied France ,\hxt do weilcfTc tooke 
Ouryongeft borne^I could ss well be brought 
To knee his Throne^and Squire-like penfion beg. 
To keepe bafc life a foote; rcturnc with her ? 
pcrfwade me rather to be (hue and fump ter 
Jo this dcteftcd groome* 
Q%n. At your choice Sir. 
Lexr. 1 pry thse Daughter do net make me mad, 
j not trouble thee my Childjfarewcll: 
W r ec*l no more mccce,no more fee one another,, 
gat yet thou arc my flefli,my blood, my Daughter? 
Or rather a difeaie that's in my flefli, 
Which I mull needs call mine. Thou art a Byle, 
A plague fore,or imboflcd Carbuncle 
] n my corrupted blood. Bat lie not chide thee, 
Let (hame come when it will ,1 do not call it, 
I do not bid the Tnundcr-bcarer fhoote, 
Nor tell talcs of thee to high-iudging loue* 
Mend when thou can'ft,be better at thy leifurc, 
I can be patient, I can iiay with Regan , 
land my hundred Knights. 

Reg! Not altogether fo, 
I look'd not for you yet, nor am prouided 
For your fit wc!come,giuecare Sir to my Sifter, 
For thofe that mingle reafon with your paffion, 
Muft be content to thinke you old^nd fo, 
But (he knowes what flic doe's. 
Lear. Js this well fpoken? 
R*g* 1 dare auouch it Sir,what fifty Followers ? 
1$ it not well? What fhould you need of more ? 
Yca,or fo many ? Sith that both charge and danger, 
Speake 'gainft fo great a number ? How in one houfe 
Should many peopIe,vndcr two commands 
Hold amity ? Tis hard,almoft impofTible. 

0*,Why might not you my Lord,rccciuc attendance 
From thofe that (he cals Scruants,or from mine ? 

Reg* Why not my Lord? 
If then they chane'd to flackeye, 
We could comptroll them; if you will come to me, 
Tor now I fpic adangcr)T emreatc you 
To bring but fiuc and twentic,to no more 
Will I giuc place or notice. 
Lear. I gaucyouall. 
Reg. And in good time you gauc it, 
Lear, Made you my Guardians,my Depofitaries, 
But kept a refer nation to be followed 
With fuch a number ? Wbat,muft I come to you 
With fine and twenty ? R.cganfa'ui you fo ? 
Reg* And fpeak't againc my Lord, no more with me. 
Lea. Thofe wicked Creatures yet do look wel fauor'd 
When others arc more wicked, not being the wor ft 
Stands infome rankeofpraife,lle go with thee, 
Thy fifty yet doth double fiue and twenty, 


And thou art twice her Louc. 

Go*. Hcarememy Lord; 
What need you fiuc and twenty ? Ten ? Ot fiuc? 
To follow in a houfe, where twice fo many 
Haue a command to tend you ? 
Reg. What need one . ? 

Lear. O reafon not the need ; our bafeft Bcggers 
Are in the pooreft thing fupet fluous. 
Allow not Naturc,more then Nature needs : 
Mans life is cheape as Ikafles. Thou arc a Lady; 
] f onely j# go warme were gorgeous, 
Why Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'ft, 
Which fcarccly keepes thee warme,but for txueinecd: 
You Heauens,giuemc that patience,patience ) need, 
You fee me hcere (yoa Gods)a poore old man, 
As full of griefeas age, wretched in both, 
If it be you that flirres thefe Daughters hearts 
Againft their Father,foolc me not fo much, 
To beare it tame!y:touch me with Noble anger, 
And let not womens weapons, water drops, 
Stainemy mans cheekes.Noyou vnnaturallHags, 
I will haue fuch reuenges on you both. 

That all the world (hall- 1 will do fuch things 

What they are yet,I know not,but they fhalbc 
The terrors of the earth? you thinke 11c wcepc, 
No,Ile not wcepe,I haue full eaufe of weeping. 

? 6 tor me and Tempeft. 

But this heart fhal break into a hundred thoufand flawes 
Orcrcjle weepe; OFoolejfhall go mad, 9 Exeunt. 

Corn. Let vs withdraw, 'twill be a Storme. 

Reg. This houfe is Iictlc > thc old man an'ds people, 
Cannot be well beftow'd. 

Gon. Tis his owne blame hath put himfelfe from reft, 
And muft needs tafte his folly. 

Reg. For his particular,Ile recciuc him gladly, 
But not one follower. 

Gon. Soam 1 purpos'd. 
Where is my Lord of 'Glofier ? 

Enter Cjl&fter. 

Cjw. Followed the old man forth,he is return'd. 

Cjlo. The King is in high rage. 

Corn. Whether is he going ? 

Clo. He cals co Horfe,but will I know not whether 

Cern. 'Tis beft to giuc him \vay,hc leads himfelfe. 

Gon. My Lord,entreatc him by no meanes to Hay* 

Clo. Alackc the night comes on,and the high windes 
Do forely ruffie,for many xMilcs about 
There's fcarce a BuJh. 

Reg. O Sif,to wilfull men, 
The iniuries that they themfclues procure, 
Muft be their Schcfole- Matters: flint yp your doores, 
He is attended with a defperate traine, 
And what they may incenfe him tbo,bcing apt, 
To haue his careabus^wifedomc bids feare. 

€or. Shut vp your doore? my Lord, 'tis a tvil'd night, 
My Regan cpunfels well?: come out oth'ftorme. Exeunt. 


JBusTertius. ScenaTrima. 


Storme Hill. Enter Kent,*nda Gentleman, fetter allj* 

Kent* Who^ there befides foule weather ? 
Gen. One minded like the weather,moft vnquictly. 
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Kent. 


